"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

was an end of me as a king. I knew too much.

CATHERINE. With what you have taught me I shall
govern Portugal if I return to it?

CHARLES. I have no doubt of it, beloved; but
whether that will make you any happier I have my
doubts. I wish you could govern the English for me.

CATHERINE. No one can govern the English: that
is why they will never come to any good. In Portugal
there is the holy Church: we know what we believe;
and we all believe the same things. But here the
Church itself is a heresy; and there are a thousand
other heresies: almost as many heresies as there are
people. And if you ask any of them what his sect
believes he does not know: all he can say is that the
men of the other sects should be hanged and their
women whipped through the town at the cart's tail.
But they are all against the true Church. I do not
understand the English; and I do not want to govern
them.

CHARLES. You are Portuguese. I am Italian, French,
Scottish, hardly at all English. When I want to know
how the great lump of my subjects will take anything
I tell it to Barbara. Then I tell it to Chiffinch. Then I
tell it to Jamie. When I have the responses of Barbara,
Chiffinch, and Jamie, I know how Tom, Dick and
Harry will take it. And it is never as I take it.

CATHERINE. In Portugal we not have this strange
notion that Tom, Dick and Harry matter. What do
they know about government?

CHARLES. Nothing; but they hate it. And nobody
teaches them how necessary it is. Instead, when we
teach them anything we teach them grammar and
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